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HAT Form is that, which on the mould'rin g Heaps | 
Of Earth, upturn'd from yonder new-made Grave, 
In this dim Cloiſter painful Vigils keeps, 

And by diſtracted Geſtures ſeems to rave? 


The Sexton's Lamp ſtill glimmers on the Ground; 
Cloſe at her Side the Axe and Spade are thrown, 
And many a human Bone lies ſcatter'd round, 
The nameleſs Reliques of Macs unknown! 


Long 


2 ] 
Long is her ſable Robe, and veil'd her Face; 0 1 
Up to the vaulted Roof her Groan ae 3 = 
Now ſomething in the Duſt ſhe ſeems to trace, 


Now o'er the Sepulchre dejected bends. 


00 gay, thou ſequeſter'd Mourner, whence thy Woe? 
«© Whence, I exclaim, thoſe Signs of deep · felt Grief ? 
« Why thus the chearful Haunts of Life forego? —= 
« Why in theſe lonely Manſions ſeek Relief? 


cc Aſk you, ſhe cries, the Cauſe of my Deſpair ?. 

| % Will not this Scene th fatal Story tell? 

«« Mark where yon Train ſad Obſequies prepare 3 
« Hear you the Summons of that pauſing Bell? 


| 
| „It calls my CIBBER 0 her Houſe of Clay, 
„ She, who the Paſſlons can no more en gage, 


4 Rich in Theatric Glory, ſnatch'd away, 
| « The darling Daughter of the BzriT1$H Stage. 


« Che 


E 4-1 


« Wie comes, my Jurur comes-—O dire Divorce! 
«& Torn from my Arms by Heav'n's reſiſtleſs Doom, — 
« A Juri chang'd indeed la real Corſe! 
C And borne. lamented to a real Tomb!“ 


I turn, and while my Eye the Cloiſter roves, 
The flaring Tapers pour upon my Sight; 


Solemn- and ſlow the black Proceſſion moves, 


And darts a Terror thro' the Gloom of N ight.. 


Sorrowing, I ſee the holy Rites: begin; 
Reſign d, the fad ſepulchral Office hear: 
A thouſand ſoft Ideas ftir within, 


And aſk once more the tributary Tear. 


But. when the ſable Pall afide was flung, 
Who can this Mourner's ſeeming Anguiſh tell | : 


As o'er the Margin of the Grave ſhe hung, 


That ſoon muſt cloſe on one ſhe.lov'd ſo well l 


Eager: 
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L 4 1 
Eager the Teem'd to catch a parting Look, 
Fix'd in expreſſive Silence o'er the Dead: 
Then fighing deep, the dreary Spot forſook, _ 
And thro the monumental Region fled. 


« Might I, thou, gen'rous Friend, that Face behold 1 
« Can'ſt thou a Partner in thy Tears refuſe ? 
« Can'ſt thou---" but-while her Robe I trove to _ 
Her falling Veil diſclos'd Tas 'Tzacrc Mos. - 


«© Divine ME.yoMene! art thou Lery'd, | 
“From Fancy's Regions come this Train to join? 
« Tut'reſs of virtuous Grief, why Dek to hi 4 


c Sorrows, which claim Preeminenee o'er mine? 


e Yes, ſhe reply'd, from agree Realms I came, 
« To ſee my CIBBER laid in hallow'd Reft ; 
„ By her, while living, I increas'd dy Bai, 5 


* By her, ſecur'd my Empire in the Breaſt. 


« Still 


still muſt my Thoughts the plaintive Theme purſue, 
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Still in my Mind her fond Remembrance ſpring ; 


Now all her wond'rous Pow'rs riſe freſh to View, 


And only ſharper point Affliction's Sting | 


4 Clos d are thoſe Eyes which knew eich vary d Art, 
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Great as theſe circling, ſculptur'd Forms expreſs l 
EI. 23 _ « Who 


And could my Meaning with ſuch Force inſpire ; 
Call Tears of Pity from the melting Heart, 


Freeze with wild Horror, or with Rapture fire! 


4 By Death's cold Hand thoſe Features now are bound, 


That once could ev ry Change of Paſſion wear! 
Mute is that Voice, whoſe more than magic Sound 


Stole like ſoft Muſic on the raviſh'd Ear 


« And fix'd thoſe Limbs in fun'ral Weeds array d, 
Us'd to the ftudy'd Elegance of Dreſs, 
That ev'ry graceful Attitude diſplay'd, 


Nor ſtifled in the Tomb my Taper dies; 


« Whoſe Breath ſhall ſend: it flaming to tlie Skies. % 


( 6.3 
« Who can like her the haughty Prunus bend 7 
« Or in the Wife of faithleſs Jar rin melt? 
« Such filial. Softneſs to CoxpELIA lend? 


Or ſhew the Struggles wretched Coxs r Axcꝝ felt? 5 


« How ſhall the falſe Calis rA weep her Fate 
« Or poor deceiv'd MoxIAIA now complain N. 


« Or paint the Tortures of Attcia's. Brain -— 


- M00 gentle CIBBERI long thy Loſs I'll:mourn ;; 
« And many a time, by ſtrong Affection led, 
« Ts this lone Place at ſilent Night return, 
And o'er thy Duſt ambroſial Odours ſhed }>--- | 


A 


* am I not of ev'ry Hope bereft; 


« Still to relume the Blaze a PRITcHARD's left, 


ce She 


EY. 
© She can to Nature urge the juſt Appeal; 
c Genius an Judgment both in her are ſeen; 
c She thro' the Heart's deep Windings makes us feel, 
ce And adds new Grandeur to the ſwelling Scene. 


ce But while exulting, thus her Pow'rs I praiſe, 
„% My SroRTIVE SISTER is a Rival there; 

« Too frequent from my ſolemn Path ſhe ſtrays, 
© And gives the pert Uſurper half her Care 


«© O may ſhe long retain her wonted Fire l 
« For ſhould'ſt thou Gaz RLex till my Suit refuſe, 
And from the Stage replete with Fame retire, 


« Who ſhall ſupport the drooping Ts AVIC Musz?” 
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